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that shut out the dusty streets and the blazing sun they
sat with folded hands. As was the girl I had seen long
ago in the office of the Governor of Stambul that day I
came from the prison, they were dainty, exquisite and
scented. Their eyes were black and deep, their skins
white as alabaster and where it stretched over bones the
blue veins showed through. They were aristocratic and
courteous, but incredibly dull, except that sometimes a
topic would touch politics or war or the Nationalists,
and then their bodies would stiffen and the languid depth
would go out of their eyes and they would be alive;
for they love and hate well and are fierce, cruel and
fanatical patriots.
The old order and the harems were gone. Economic
considerations had destroyed them. " In the old days,"
said one dame, " there were palaces and gardens and
slaves and servants and these things might have been,
but how can my husband expect to shut me up in a two-
roomed flat ?" At tea-parties they were stiff and
formal, but under other circumstances one learnt more
of them.
As often, though it was forbidden, I rowed myself
down one June evening from the summer Embassy,
that is on the cool hills just below the Black Sea, to the
terrace garden of some Turkish friends. Their
hospitality was extensive, and evening changed to night
with pale stars striving with the saffron of the sunset.
One by one came rowing boats and from them landed
Turkish ladies, girls and old women, who talked awhile
under the veil of the gloaming and then went elsewhere.
They said shameless open things to each other and to